| recall M/Sgt Stcrling -

T hat would be, by the time | got to the Parracks in 1961, "FOP“ Stcrling. | vivid]y
remember the first worl(ing party | was assigncd to and told to report to FOP Stcrling in the
basement maintenance office. [{ere was a rather short, longhaircd, somewhat disheveled
master sergeant wearing greasy utilities with the old ankle lcngth boondockers. When | kept
ca”ing him, *Sir®, he Fina”y became cxasPeratcd enough to tell me to, "knock that s**t off.

Call me FOP." He then told me to go topsidc, getin the truck waiting out back and go to
the White House.

Damn, my first worlcing party and alrcacly I'm in the big time and am going to the White
House. Fcrhaps President or Mrs. Kennccly will have time for a brief chat with a Marine
FFC — Maybc some head of state will want to interview a real Marine... T hese and other
wonclcrfu"y sc!{:—important thoughts ran through my mind as we headed for the White
House. Well, so much for grancl ideas. | he on!y thing grand was the Piano we had to roll
from one room to another. No Frcsident ... No [irst Lady e Nothing but good old
manual labor and then back to the Barraclcs.

l believe FOP had been at 8th & l ]onger than anyone because, as a much younger
Marine he was in chargc of maintenance when there was a major renovation. | he story was
that he sorta-kinda "lost” the blucprints after the work was donc, but remembered where
the various *runs® were and where they went, thereby becoming an indispensable fixture at

the Parracks. | did hear that sometime in the mid to late 60's he retired.

Bob Manchester (1961-6%)



